BARBARIAN STORIES

here still after sixteen hundred years! No, it was
only because he was lame too, and had the same kind
of dreadful lips. There, it is all right, isn't it? Go on
eating, talk to your husband, don't think about me,
I will tell you more soon.

It was almost the end of the year that the lame man
came. He wanted me too. But not like Lucius. He
used to come limping round corners. Oh, I don't
want to talk about him and I won't say his name!
I won't. He might come. But you'll keep me safe.
I used to be safe then, because of the Church, It was
all round us, all the time, like - like being in love.
I hoped Lucius would come too one day, I used to
tell him about it in that first year, when it was still
safe to talk about it aloud, before everyone said we
were so wicked; he wasn't jealous, he was glad for me
to have the other love. You see, it was the same:
he and I standing by the river, quite quiet, holding
hands, or all of us. Brothers and Sisters, praying and
singing together and very happy. Both ways it was
love, and I didn't want it ever to be different. Only
between times - there was the sun and my flowers,
and people I saw in the street with monkeys and
birds in cages or pretty beads to sell: and then he'd
come round the corner, that lame man, and breathe
close to my face!

But mostly I was happy, and I felt as if some day,
when I was older, it would be better still. And then
they told the Emperor about us. I don't know why
they were so cruel. People we knew were taken away
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